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and taking upon himself all the solemn vows of his
calling, entered a temple at Kamakura. He was
regarded as a aealous teacher, a faithful friend to the
poor, and most especially was he gentle to all those
whose sorrow was the sorrow of unrequited love.

Akira had found peace at last, and the Street of
the Geisha became to him as a shadowy street in a
half-remembered dream. He loved the towering
figure of the Daibutsu, and whenever he passed
that way he looked with joy and gratitude upon that
serene face. To Akira it was not a gigantic image
of bronze, but it seemed to him, especially in the
early morning and in the twilight of evening, that
the Lord Buddha himself was sitting there. Often
he would prostrate himself before that figure and
imagine that he was floating up into the Paradise of
Incense, or down below the shining waves of the sea
into the Paradise of Perfect Happiness. It was
always when his spiritual joy was at its height that
he prayed most ardently for a quiet, sure strength
that would be proof against the most subtle tempta-
tions of the world.

Once, before the figure of Amida-Buddha, he saw a
boy wantonly try to kill a bird. The creature^s wing
was bruised. He picked up the bird and held it gently
in his hand. " Seek not to destroy life," said Akira to
the boy, " for all life is sacred to the Lord Buddha/'
And Akira went away, nursed the bird for a day
or two, and, when it had recovered, set it free